or desire of remaining such for long. The soda-fountain, feature of
every American drugstore, is often merely the overture to life for
these youths who despise "soda-jerking" as such. That is why so
many surround themselves with an aura of intellect coupled with
virility, expressed to their customers in a crackling backchat, with
some knowledgeably epicurean remark thrown in here and there.
The girl on the stool beside you orders a double Chocolate Malted
Milk Shake. The clerk bustles about in starched white apron and
glengarry, pouring the ingredients into an aluminium mixing-can,
his manner efficiently scientific. The concoction is served with a glass
of iced water, a paper napkin, a cellophane-wrapped cookie and
straws. The straws sink into the brown foam and the liquid rises
up them, through the rounded lips and down the avid gullet. The
jerker watches intently. "Laikert?" he asks confidently. The girl
goes on sucking. "Well, say something," he persists. Smiling only
with her eyes, vaguely and easily, without coyness, she says, "Oh,
I give it O.K." The jerker professes chagrin at her indifference and
tries the intellectual touch. "Well, what's your conception?" he asks
with an amiable wink at the doctor waiting for a prescription.
"My conception is you oughta be doin' better'n joikin' if this is
all you can turn out."
"Sure, we all oughta be doin' better'n soda-jerkin', eh, Doc?"
The soda-jerkers and the cafeteria and restaurant waiters have
developed their own cryptic slang, condensed to save time when
orders are shouted back to the cook or counter-man. This slang
varies somewhat in different locales, but it inevitably reflects that
sense of humour which is so peculiarly American. Thus, when the
waiter shouts for an order of "Mexican heart-burn", the cook knows
that he means chile-con-carne. Scrambled eggs are "Scramble two!"
During the war, eggs were called "convoys", and the waiter perhaps
yelled: "Couple of convoys." If the customer suddenly changed his
mind and wanted his eggs scrambled, a terse agenda of "Scuttle 'em"
was sufficient to inform the cook. Coffee was called "blackout", and
if the customer wanted cream the waiter would add "blitz it". An
order of hash prompts the ominous, "Here's a guy wants to take a
chance!" This slang is continually changing, and often has political
references of the day, corn-meal muffins sometimes being named
after a politician whose tactics have been "corny".
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